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home in Holmwood, near Henley-on-Thames. At
Admiral Swinburne's death I think he stayed on
with his mother at Holmwood till the end of that
year. Such months on the banks of the Thames
were always beneficial to his health, and he wrote
there without interruption. I find a note (1875) :
" How exuberant S. always is when he comes
back; it is partly pleasure at being in London
again, and partly refreshment from his country
captivity." Of his visits to the sea-coast of Norfolk
and Suffolk others must speak, for I never had the
pleasure of accompanying him.

When he came back from the country to town
he was always particularly anxious to recite or read
aloud his own poems. In doing this he often be-
came very much excited, and even, in his over-
whelming sense of the movement of the metre,
would jump about the room in a manner some-
what embarrassing to the listener. His method of
procedure was uniform. He would arrive at a
friend's house with a breast-pocket obviously bulg-
ing with manuscript, but buttoned across his chest.
After floating about the room and greeting his host
and hostess with many little becks of the head, and
affectionate smiles, and light wavings of the lingers,
he would settle at last upright on a chair, or, by
preference, on a sofa, and sit there in a state of
rigid immobility, the toe of one foot pressed against
the heel of the other. Then he would say, in an
airy, detached way, as though speaking of some
absent person, " I have brought with me my